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Mahhavis 



He loves the screech-owl and the screaming jay; 
His heart is tender to the fleet-winged swallow, 
To sea-gulls and to sparrows at their play, 
And to the hook-beaked hawks that swiftly follow. 
The marsh-hen, building by the sedgy shallow, 
Is not more gentle with her brood than he, 
Who finds her nest beside the tall rose-mallow, 
And lifts aside the fern, that he may see 
Her little fledglings there, and woo them cunningly. 

For him the forest is shot through with song — 
Wren-song and thrush-song thrilling from the trees, 
Bee-song shut close in mountain-pink; and strong 
Sweet arrowy notes from bugles of the breeze. 
With a laughing, curious lover's eyes he sees 
The sycamores, nymph-white, shake out their hair, 
Green as the locks of lithe-limbed Nereides. 
All things we dream of in the forest there 
Are real to him, for whom a flower is a prayer. 



SHADOWS 

I 

My dreams of you are sombre in the twilight 
As a hedge of bramble growing interlaced — 

A straggling little hedge with scarlet berries, 
Sharp to the touch, and bitter to the taste. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

II 

This is my wrong to you, O man that I love- 

I who had all to give 
And would have held back naught thereof, 

I whom love taught to live, 

When you asked for a loaf of my baking, 

And a bit of blossomy spray, 
Gave only these for your taking, 

And hid the rest away. 

WIND-BLOWN 

I 

My heart 
Rooted like the tree, 
Like the tree reaches out yearning arms 
Clutching at the wind. 

II 

Out of a universe of things 
Two only 

Give me any measure of peace : 
Rain 

That shuts you out, 
And wind 
That bears me away. 
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